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AND HE SAW THAT ALL WAS WELL, AND HE RESTED... 


There are towers so high, Father 


That the bird dares not to find the roof 


There are years so long, my Son 


That man could not live a month 


There are seas so deep, Father 


That the fish will not rest on the floor 


There are moments so brief, my Son 


That a young man would not notice their passing \ 


That clump of yellow there 


Do you know what it is? 


It is a dream waking 

It is old age after love 

It is pity for the old whore © 
It is childhood after the prom 
It is Santa after the gifts 

t is pride after tailure 

It is success after cheating 


it is I, my friend and you 


Later, much later 

You'll stand before a bridge 

In Amsterdam, in Venice, perhaps Paris 
And you'll wonder why you’ve stopped 
You'll search for a moment 

You'll look at your watch 


As if time had an answer 


Then you'll remember. 

It is one of those bridges 

He said we’d never cross 

One of those bridges waiting for us. 
hen you'll light a cigarette 

You'll bury your hands deep in your coat . 

And you'll walk to the other side 


Carrying me with you. 


SANTA ROSA 


There is a niche in the old cathedral 
Where old women come to lay roses 


Light a candle, mumble a few words 


It is believed that Santa Rosa 

Will give dreams to those who pray there 
Dreams of whole years, of whole lives 

With the one who winked, with the one who sang 
Years ago at the Festa de San Antonio 
Dreams of bright afternoon sailings 

On shallow ponds and on clear lakes 

Dreams of warm winter evenings 


Body against body, lips to lips 


There are dreams in Santa Rosa Cathedral 
That old women come to claim 
Dreams to trade for flowers and fire 


Dreams of whole years, dreams of whole lives. 


When we walk 

There are possibles at every corner 
At every door 

At every step 

Most of these will never be 

Most of them will never know us 
But one or two 


Will be ours forever 


MADONNA 


I wonder who she was 

Who posed for the sculpture 
Of the Blessed Virgin 

That is on the table 


In my childhood room 


I have always been drawn 
To that sensuous hip | 
That too small mouth 

That nascent breast 


That feline gaze 


I wonder what she thought 
As the sculptor’s knife 

Cut to capture the look 
On her face 

Perhaps a lover 

Perhaps a son 

Perhaps a single smile 

On an evening walk with 


Someone whose name she forgot. 


A STAINED GLASS MEMORY 


There is a poor village church 
Where I spent years of hours 
Looking beyond the plain windows 
Looking at the mountains of snow 
At the May female flowers 

At the summer Sunday boughs 

At the glistening leaves 


I imagined them all in stained glass 
With little baby Jesus, a few lambs 
And tall camels and pyramids 

And my mother and brother 

And father when he had the time 
And Tarzan too from the funnies 


All in the stained glass that never was 


1959 

Rain trickled slowly 
On the back 

Of promises 


Made by a boy of fifteen 


MEMORIES CONJUGATED IN NOCTURNAL IMPERFECTS 
An evening set in nevers 
echoing one another 
A night framed in silences 
strangling each other 
A cold shiver shod in wooden shoes 


scraping on crisp snow 


forgetting each other 


Between the fingers of the Queen of Diamonds 


immobile is for stopping 

for watching the wind walk by 

for breathing the sadness of the hourglass 

for tasting the touch of petals on the night 

for hearing the bitter salt of vanishing midnights 


for being the second of a thousand hours. 


Several silences ago 

The blues of the morning sky 
Shivered a long cold stare 

At the two of us 

Before turning away 


To mingle with the grays 


11 


The instants whisper as they pass 
Nudging the wind 

As if it too understood 

That silence is alone 


That night hesitates 


That the sea éven 
Counts waves 


Before it sleeps 
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‘In the. end 
sames wonder 
if change 

will ever occur 
if the loneliness 
they share 

will ever biteraet 


the other 
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Clear blues 
Play on grays © 
Of light 

Of warmth 


Of quick 


Tight hearts on whether 


Push hues on certainty 


Clear grays 
Of night 
Of would 
Of will 


Eventually of can 


Two perhaps 
A thousand feet apart 


Sat without moving. 


Then noon came. 

They gathered their robes 
And walked away 

Still perhaps 


No, more perhaps than ever. 
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The teeth of solitude 
Are immobile with regret 
Not able to hold 


The song which grazes them 
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MORNING MOMENT 

Light chased the dusty dark. 
Shadows plunged over the wall. 
Leaves stirred in the corner 


The wind hissed hellos. 
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LITANY FOR THE LIVING 
To love 

And then not to 
To cry 

And then not to 
To touch 

And then not to 
To sing 

And then not to 
To dance 

And then not to 
To die at last 


And then not to 
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AN OLD ALGONQUIN SONG 


One day my Algonquin grandfather said it was time. it was 
his eightieth fall he said, and he wanted to walk all his land 
again. 


He wanted to drink at Bear Fountain and touch the walnut 
tree under which he’d met his bride. 


He wanted to go into the cave where his father and mother 
had been sent to Manitou. 


He wanted to spit on the campsite of the goldpanners who 
had killed his brother. | 


He wanted to see the old tribal altar in the far south west 
corner. 


So he took some corn from his garden and we set out at 
eight. 


We drank from Bear Fountain at noon, but before drinking, 
he told me to put a fern in the water. 


We picked green walnuts at two. He smiled and said nothing. 


When we arrived at the mouth of the cave, he told me to wait. 
He took off his shirt and it was then that I- noticed that his 
arms were as thin as mine. 


We arrived at the bedrock clearing by the brook. There he 
spat, and I saw two teras start down his face and disappear 
in the wrinkles. 


The sun was setting over the pile of rocks he called an 
altar. He took his corn and walnuts and placed them 
on the rocks. He took a large boulder he could hardly 
lift and placed it on top of the corn. A song I had . 
never heard before came from him. 


Then, he took my hand and we left with sundown. 
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A VISIT 


From far they came 

From caves they came 

From fields of stone 

From mountains of dust 
Through blood and wind 
Through foam and cold 
Through silences as thick as bile 
Through silences as thick as bile 
They came .. . the words 

The words of ancestors 

The words of thanks 

The words of ancestors 


They came blue and gray 
Pale white were some 
They came in droves 
Like pigeons on thunder 
They laughed and cried 
They danced and waived 
They pranced and paced 
And stopped at my door 


They came to praise my woman 


They came .. . the ancestors 
They placed their cold hands 
On my woman... the ancestors 


They placed their cold hands on my woman 
On the warmth of new life 


They left silences as thick as myrrh 
And light as heavy as gold 

And warmth, fragrant warmth 
They left, to rest 

They left with fragrant warmth 
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DIALOGUE WITH HER UNBORN CHILD 
I 


Do you hear me child? 

Do you hear me? 

Do you hear my breath? 

Do you hear time whistling on my skin? 

Do you hear the bubbles of my dreams? 

Do you hear me child? — | 

Do you hear the snow when it falls on my eyelash? 
Do you hear my heart stopping to listen to yours? 
Do you hear me child? | 

Do you hear my hair? 

Do you hear me child? 

Do you hear my tears? 

Do you hear me child? 

Do you hear the sobs of silence? 


Do you hear me child? 


for Mathieu 
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DIALOGUE WITH HER UNBORN CHILD 
Il 


What do you see child? 


I see purple on green 
Night on silk 

I see feet on cauldrons 
Night on heat 

I see brown on red 
Night on blood 

I see hands on glass 
Night on ice 

I see night on light 
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Close your eyes 

It will happen as it did when we were children 
When we were afraid of darkness 

And we told ourselves that daylight always comes 


To make dragons disappear in the sun 
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one day 
the man who smoked the tobacco on the shelf 


was gone 


one day 
the man who warmed my feet in the morning 


was gone 


one day 
the man who painted dragons with me 


was gone 


/ 


one day 
the man 


was gone 


for Tamara 
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Listen my son 

Listen well 

The wind howls tonight 

For the sailing we never did 
For the camping we forgot about 
The rain falls tonight 

For the walks we never took 
For the books we never read 
The clouds race tonight 

For the running I promised 
For the horses we left behind 
Listen my son 

Listen well 

For all the talks we never had 


For your father 
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A GREGORIAN MASS. ° 


Judica me for my baby son 
Who died in °66 

Kyrie eleison for my brother 
Who went away in ’68 
Gloria Patri for my mother 
Who passed on in 72 
Agnas Dei for my daughter | 
Whom I left in °74 
Offerimus tibi for my father 
Who doesn’t come to see me 
Ite missa est for my family, 


For us. 
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TEN YEARS AGO 


ten years ago today, 
my mother was alive — 
but barely 

my brother was O.K. 
but barely 

my daughter was three 
and I, well I was 
but barely 


I was mostly will be 


but today I am 


but barely 
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Songs 


slipped 
away from 
piano keys 
and 
fell 
one 
by 
one 
at my feet 
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top 
the and 
to very slowly crawl 
toe back 


tip to sleep 
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FOR SISTER MARY EDMOND 


by 
two 
the 
days. 
were 
folded 
into 
her 


chest 


of 
lavender 
and 
a 
dried 
orange 
blossom 
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CAMARGUE 


3 horses ran 


a white cloak 


a woman 


a flowing mane 


and who could have said that 


man was mortal 
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It was something that hit you like a whistling ax. Something 
purple, maroon maybe, something like the crash of a steel bar, like 
a ripping whip, like a crashing stick. It crushed your shoulders, 


your calves, your feet. 


It was the moan of the bum, of the unbeliever, of the ruined 


farmer, of the dispossessed savage, of the prisoner. 


It was the rending of cloth, the slitting of leather, the wincing 
of pulleys, the thud of flesh, the scraping of ropes. 

It wanted to destroy all in its path and stretch itself on a jutting 
boulder in the plain. 


It was despair coming home. 
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THE PRICE . 


You strangle your soul in the bloody ribbons of somebody’s 
dream. You let it slip past the open drawbridge into the Pacific 
sundowns and it waves little cries and then little whispers and finally 
in one last desperate gasp flings silence into the firmament. 


And you sit home night after night waiting for a rebirth (as if 
such things were at all possible without pain). So you knit strips of 
past pluperfects into present imperatives and you gaze at your knees 
to see if the tall grass growing between them will ever bloom a 
spring morning of Easter lilies. The wait is long — you know winter 
will come again and the city of tombs will wail — and your dead 
mother will be there to reproach you the strangling gureles of the 
soul she gave you. And then you'll see it: the gauzy madonna will 
be cradling it in her whisper arms and will be walking toward your 
open knees. She'll be carrying forceps and a brace of scalpels in her 
apron. Her frown will be frozen copper but a nascent smile will 
ripple the metal. And with a clang of bronze laughter she'll rip your 
knees apart and plunge a meter of swordlike anger into your genitals. 
When you awake from the rapt fissures of bone sleep you'll see no one. 
You'll wonder if you’d dreamt of stone, but a faint stirring in your 
chest will color your reflection on the window before you. You'll 
put down your knitting and you'll pull your cap over your eyes and 


walk to wait for sunrise. 
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Finally her confusion overcame me 

I forgot her birthday, my hat, my car 

I forgot my son’s middle name 

And I forgot my daughter’s school play 

I forgot my book, several stories 

Countless anecdotes, four jokes 

Two dozen ears of corn and my aunt 

I forgot my dog’s food, my friend 

My multiplication table and my number 
My coffee in the morning and my milk at night 
My pencil, my cigarettes and my morning kiss 
I forgot my initial one day 

Then part of my last name 

Then it came at last, the question 


What was my first name 
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POEM FOR MY MOTHER 
I 


The morning woke up singing - 
And Death was in the halls 
Dodging carts of medication 
Clattering trays of half-eaten food — 
Recording the babble of old men 


It even sat with young men | 

As they smoked Winstons in the waiting room 
Sat with its bony legs crossed 

Sweat pouring down its brow 

Recording the chatter of worried marms 


Getting a coke when it got the chance 


Death was with. us__ 

It even straightened my tie at one point 
And I did not recognize it | | 
When I said thanks, it shrugged 


Death was with me when I entered 
Death was with me when I touched her 
Death was with me 

And when I left, it slammed the door 


Behind me. 
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POEM FOR MY MOTHER 
it 
To rearrange balls on the Christmas tree 
To churn butter in a mayonnaise jar 
To warm a bit of tea 
To laugh with her sons 
To touch the hair of babies 


To rock them to sleep 


To die with God. 


And we thought she was a nuisance 
An old lady with death on her lips 
For who had the time to notice 

To think even 


To rearrange balls on the Christmas tree? 
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POEM FOR MY MOTHER 
Ilt 


It was all for the best they said 
As my mother lay there with her hands folded 
It was all for the best 


But was it necessary to say so? 
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EYES 
Eyes never see so well 
As when they look into other eyes 
Then, time stops 
Memories become presents 
Pasts race into futures 
And an entire life of possibles 
Mingles yesterdays and tomorrows 


And suspends them in that moment 


38 


Let me sleep just one more night 
I was about to kiss you 


When this morning slid between us 


Let me sleep just one more night 
I want to finish building the house 
I want to plant the illons 

I want to sow our garden 


I want to light the fire 


Let me dream just one more night 
I was about to love you 


When this morning slid between us 
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Paint me a picture my friend 

Paint me a picture with your dreams 
Sketch me a month of smiles 

A window of summer suns 

A handful of emerald dust 

And don’t forget the rain! 

The carnal scent of rain on hair 


On cold, on light, on unfinished dreams 
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Your sadness. smiled 


In the confusion of an afternoon sun 


Your step slowed 


In the shade of a store window 


Your eyes filled with tears 


In the evening of a lost day 


As you watched 
Your dreams trickle past you 


Down the face of the man before you 
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The horizon was the blue haze of 


single ponds of thought 


My wife cooked potatoes 
While I read Racine 


Wrote verse on ditto paper 


The frontier was sadness 
the eye of an adolescent 
the shadow of a monastery 


my mother’s cancer 


Now the frontier is gone 
Away with a child’s cry 
a student’s C 

a leaking muffler 


and a can of beer 


“Come home America” 
And snow invaded the set 
And darkness established itself 


In the living room of my people 
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THE SEVENTIES 


even Mao’s picture is in 

my desk drawer with 

my paper clips 

a yellowed letter from a friend 
and a portrait of my son 


I no longer look at 
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I USED TO DREAM OF COTTON CANDY 


I used to dream of cotton candy 


Tall ladies with pink panties 


Soda shops full of ice cream 


And white Christmases and Santa’s elves 


Later I dreamt of bicycles 


Hockey sticks and of course Nicole 


Now I dream of pencil leads 
Oil cans, plastic screws 
And 


And sometimes nothing at all 


44, 


Your hand lies there without wanting to 
After all it might very well want to leave 
Your hand 

To grasp perhaps 

Some cool object 

Without wanting to hurt your feelings 

To cool itself 


Just for a moment, alone 
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In a museum in a forgotten corner 
A soldier sleeps, smiling 


His horse is standing, waiting for him 


Behind the door, always opened in the day, 
There is a little girl, a princess I think 


Sitting in her blue satin dress, waiting 


At night, after the guard has locked the door 
The princess rises, walks to the soldier 


And very gently shakes his shoulder 


The horse draws back a step or two 
His master wakes, a smile upon his face 
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“Tell me a story,” she asks 


“Tell me the story of the princess and the kiss.” 
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OUR DADDY’S WEDDING NIGHT 


There was a man with a black robe 
Who said some television words 

And then he asked us for the ring 
And he said to forever hold his peace 
And then there was lightning 

All over the princess’ face 

And then daddy took her away 


In a carriage in the cold 


And then a lady with a dragon coat 
Took us upstairs in her claws 
Where the piano man made songs 


That made the floor tremble 


And then a man with a black beard 

Told us that it was all right 

That daddy had saved the princess 

And that soon the dragon lady would go away 
And the piano man would go away too 

And that the princess would come back 

And that we would all live happily ever after. 


for Craig and J. D. 
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PENNSYLVANIA BLUES 


The pitcher is empty 
The vodka is gone 
It’s two in the morning 


And the blues are clouds of smoke 


Now Teddy is walking across the bar 
And the go-go girl is drunk 

And old Millie is still snoring 

And Manny’s got his hand up her leg 


One by one the loners order their last 
Each wondering why bars close so early 
And two by two the lovers file out 

To some damp motel room 


To crank out one more dream 


And [I sit here 

My heart thumping a country-western beat 
Wondering what question it was 

That I never answered 

That I perhaps never asked 


And that makes me so sad. 
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POEM FOR NICK 


He was fearless 
He blew up bridges, dams, houses 
He volunteered 


He went wherever no one wanted to go 


The flies, the mud, the dust 
The heat, the noise, the blood 
It was all in a day’s work 


He said as he put away his ninth drink 


He came back a hero 

He married his childhood sweetheart 

He got a job as an architect 

And now he builds bridges, dams, and houses 
It’s all in a day’s work 


He'll tell you as he puts away his ninth drink 
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Somewhere in the Orient my old friend lies 


Somewhere in a swamp 


His good-time face is furrowed 
His moustache isn’t combed anymore 
His glasses are held with camouflage tape 


His two front teeth are gone 


On his right finger there’s a grenade pin 
On his arm a blue dragon sleeps 
On his chest my long letter 


Through it a tiny red rip 


Somewhere in the night I see his face 


Somewhere in a swamp. 
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JERRY’S SONG 


Tomorrow is to forget that winter day in ’59 
When [ left the monastery 

Tomorrow is to forget that New Year’s eve in 60 
When Bernadette’s letter was opened 
Tomorrow is to forget those Sunday afternoons 
Spent alone in a prep school visiting room 
Tomorrow is to forget those Christmases 
When there was no gift for anyone 

Tomorrow is to forget those days 

When the jungle mud weighed 100 pounds 
Tomorrow is to forget that kid’s face 

When my M-16 ripped out flesh 


Tomorrow is to forget tomorrow 
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MAGDALENA 
She feared deep places in the mountain 
She feared the spring sacrifices 


But she feared olive groves most of all 


It would happen one night — he’d said 

He would leave and never lie with her again 
And she would finally meet his mother 

And they would cry 

And they would wash him 

After the thunder and the earthquake 

And they would enter deep places 

And they would wait for the sunrise 


But she would never lie with him again. 
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TO THE OLD TURK 


There is a Turk carved on my pipe 
He came from Istanbul packed in my brother’s coat 
That old Turk has been my friend for eleven years 
His old eyes have seen my dreams 


His old face has felt the wind when I felt the wind 


I’ve begun to resemble that face 
My beard is his 

My eyes are his 

My dreams are his 

Even the curve of my mouth is his 
And now that I see Istanbul 

I wonder who is who 


And where the smoke will take us. 
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There is a city we will never see 
There is a bridge we will never cross 
There is a café somewhere 

In which we will never sit 

There’s a hotel on a forgotten island 
Where we will never sleep 

There is a song, a long long song 
We will never sing 

And there is a daughter and a son 
We will never have 

Who will never laugh with us 


Who will never see us 
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Once my son I sailed on a moving sea 
The wind was so strong that I toiled for a year 


I cursed the movement, the change, the sun 


Then one morning I woke exhausted 
All was calm 

The wind was gone 

And all was quiet 

Not a sail was clapping 


Not a wave was breaking 


Then it came to me: 
Without movement, without change, without wind 
Sailors aren’t sailors 


And I, well I wasn’t I, now was I? 
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THE SPRING EQUINOX 


He had four at least that I know of. Some say five 
some say seven. But that he’d had four I know. 


They came to him one by one, one after the other, 
their eyes wide, their throat exposed, their smile broad, 


young, strong, fresh. 


He’d stood above them and poured his sadness into their eyes, into 
their throat, into their smiles. 
He’d finally gripped them in a year’s embrace. 


It was something to see: as the days went by, 
he grew taller and they paler, he began to smile 
and they to cry. 


And when the spring equinox came 

and browns grew green 

and flower embraced flower 

They waned paler, bitten to the heart by a deep mortal ice. 


And he, well, he opened his embrace 

and set them on a great white satin bed; 

they gasped, tried to smile, one last convulsion of the hip, 
one last thrust of the throat, then the eyes froze. 


He remained there, motionless as he recalled 
a thousand years of such springs, a thousand years of 
life dying in his hands, in his eyes, in his bed. 


He remembered them all, every single one, in a long midnight wail. 
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They offered me one by one 

The treasures of the realm - 

There were floors that never move 

Roofs that always cover 

And families that love your soul 

Little children that call you superman 

And believe you'll make it o.k. 

And wives that feed you 

And make you an honest fellow 

And take your bacon 

And make you feel like a great hunter 

And bevies of friends that do like you 
And laugh at your jokes and cry in your beer 
And all make you forget pain, anger and doubt 


Then one day the diamonds turned to glass 

The walls appeared across the roads 

And your longest trip was a shuttle 

And your castle had bars on the windows 

And your meadow needed mowing 

And your fields of strawberries rotted 

And those damned friends were nailing at your door 
And all those treasures gathered to take your breath 
To warm your bed of vines 

And you knew then that the road was home 
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All the birds have come home 
All my deeds are upon my house 
And it is creaking 


38 


